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he doesn't like the idea. If I don't hear by
lunch time to-morrow I shall come/'

"So that's settled/' A weight was off
his mind.

" Don't you think that tea in empty houses
always tastes different ? " she said.

" I've never thought of it, you know."

" You don't think of a great many things,
do you, Bett ? " She went over to the tap
and began to rinse the cups. He sat thinking.

" I don't think of the same kind of things/'
he said finally.

" Not cheerful little soap-bubbles of
thoughts like mine," she said, smiling. " Pro-
found, solid, gloomy ones like Mr. Boston's/'

" No, I don't mean that/' He awoke to
what she was doing and started up. " Can't
I help you ? "

" It's done now." Nevertheless he took
the cloth from her and dried the remaining
cup, very slowly and carefully.

" I should love to hear you two together,"
said Felicia, smiling thoughtfully.